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. It is easy to mix. 

. It does not stick to the iren. 

. It contains the gloss. 

. Itcan be ased for all purposes 
for which Starch is needed, 


YHIS IS 
ZEBO— 


The Liquid Grate Polish Wear a Sold in 1}a., 2¢d. Gd. & 10d. Boxes. 4 if ¥ 
in a Sprinkler Tin—which ray oe eee EE A i 


‘ YS v ‘ AClake Zebo id Grate Polish, ihe 
1S satisfying the desire of ; Brace. 5 Bs on Polish. ele 2. . 
British Housewives for a 2! aie Lee y | 
: Py « : AA } . 
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STARCH 


and you will discover other 


quicker way of polishing 
_ their stoves and grates. The 
polish comes quickly—lasts 
Jong~and is intensely black. 
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Liquid Grate Polish This is the ad 
EASY, QUICK & CLEAN for you. ; 


Of course you may think I'm 


TTS 


. QZ 


| | ‘prejudiced, but just let me lish 
RECKITT & 50 NS, LTD, any piece of metal work a the . 
Mahere of Robin Starch, Rechitt’s 4) ae house, and see how quickly and 
Blue, Braesee Metal Polish, ete. cunt easily I do.it—and what a shine! 


RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL & LONDON- 
< Makers of Zebra Grate Polishes, f= Bail 
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READ 
fOO LATE! 


SEE PAGE SIX, 


‘THE HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
to any part of the World, post free : 3 months, 
sths, G3.; 12 months Garladiog all Special 

12s. lm stamps or P.0,0.’s to Tam 
yrs, ‘‘Tux SLOPERIES,” i» Wor Orrics 
LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


rds and Contents Bills will be sent poti free 
nis on application. Reading Cases, free of 
Yotels, Restaurants, etc. 


yndents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
, must enclose a stamped enve.ope large enough 


in the comtribeations sulrnsitted. Jnder no 
aditions will attention Le given to work sent 
proval. Do not enclose loose stamps. 


THE BOYS JOKED 
SMITH. 


ny when the stage that ran between Red 
vy and Old Man Hill had halted at Brandy 
vr a change of horses and dinner, cone of 
gers asked a great many questions about 
of the road heyond. 
| heard that it was infested by footpads, 
nt bragging around what he would do in» 
attack. 
emen,” he said, as he walked up and 
verandah, “my name is Smith, from 
, and I shoot on sight. IJI’d give a clean 
ollars to have the stage attacked to-day.” 
low-passengers and tavern crowd looked 
h as a blow-hard, and in ten minutes a 
itup for his benefit. 
f the boys rode off down the trail and 
‘mselves in a ravine through which the 
t pass, 
intended to give Smith a good scare, and 
ieved that he would wilt like a pig-weed 
3 the stage halted. 
cers had been at their station about half 
when along came the coach, and one of 
led! a shot-gun at the driver and called 


Stop this stage, or you are a dead 


had been on the alert for trouble. When 
was stopped the other passengers began 
down among the seats and playing off 
ken, but Smith coolly pulled out his 
id waited for. the next move. 

3 the first to descend; and as he touched 
1 he commenced shooting. 

vy for Smith! Take that—hooray—an4 
yelled as he pulled the trigger like cck- 


g of this sort was anticipated or pro- 

One of the jokers was shot dead. and 
limped off with two bullets in him, and it 
in forty seconds. 2 
the true state of affairs was explained to 
was dumbfounded for a time. but finally 


rm ’em! Didn’t I tell ‘em back there at 
rners that 1 was on the shoot, and ached 
pop at a stage robber?” 

ook the body back and had a coroner’s 
1 it, and the verdict of that iury was 
wn as follows: 

nd that Wheezing Tom came to his death 
with a cantankerous cuss named Smith, 
he said Smith is the first and only human 
ed who could brag and shoot too.” 


NG fel 


A RUN OF LUCK. 


I say. Jones. what's up with Brown? 
1g quite happy. and treating everyone. 
Why, haven’t you heard? His mother- 
downstairs last week. and broke her neck. 
Oh, what happiness! 
Yes; and his wife. when she heard of it, 
nly, and they’re both heavily insured. 
Great Columbus! What a run of Inck! 
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THE REVUE SOPRANO, 


dot 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


THE CRY IN THE NIGHT. 


In the stillness of the night, 
Long before the morn, 

When no mystic, misty light 
Prophesies the dawn, 

When all’s biack as nether gloom, 
Starless is the sky, 

From the awful silence comes 
One long, trembling cry! 


One wild wail that seems to scream 
O'er a sleeping sea, 

Long drawn-out and desolate 
In its agony! 

Ere the echo dies away 
In the aching ear— 

Comes one more heart-breaking cry, 
Loud, and shrill, and clear! 


All within the house awake, 
Doom is on their heads! 


-“ What was that? "—a fear of death 


Insidiously spreads. 
Tut, tut. "Twas a human yell, 
From a thirsty throttle— 
Reach the kettle—look alive! 
Raby wants a bottle, 


HE: But | have admitted that | was wrong, 
Isn't that enough? 
SHE: No; you must also admit that | was right, 


READ 


at Epsom. 
SEE PAGE ELEVEN. 


I Have a Song to 


Sing, Hol" 


By is The Bard.” 


THE COSTER’S COURTSHIP. 
Though but a coster, he 
In trade quite fair was found— 
He always acted on the square 
When he was on the round. 


He had a little barrow, and 
A donkey in its ‘teens— 
He never got into the blues 
When selling of his greens, 


Until at last he fell in love, 
Then he was sad, no doubt, 

Though ‘twas not through the falling in, 
But through the falling out. 


His Harriet was fickle, and 
Her true love soon did falter— 

She said, “1 won’t be like your moke, 
East tied up by the ’alter! ” 


He asked the maid to make it up, 
And to her side did sidle— 

She said, “I’m not a donkey, and 
1 don’t desire a bridle,” 


Then Bill (for William was his name), 
Hoe said, ‘i do declare 

Vil tear your image from your heart, 
And plant a dagger there,” 


But Witliam did not do the deed, 
Though grief began to tell— 
He daily cried his wares, and he 

Cried unawares as well, 


She watched him through her window pane, 


At first she’d only simper: 
But when she saw him looking pale, 
She took the whim to whimper. 


She went to meet him in the street, 
He looked as if he’d choke: 

Said she, ‘| should be ‘tween the shafts, 
It's me that is the moke!” 


Poor William melted right away— 
“Then do you love me still?" 
“1 do | do " she cried, and with 

A kiss she paid her Bill. 


Mrs. Malaprop-Brown 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MAX BEERBOHM. 


AFTER an interval of several weeks, the English 
Council of the Ku Klux Klan had met in ‘secret and 
solemn conclave, to put.to trial one whose offence, 
through rank, was outside the jurisdiction of the 
Civil Courts of Justice. 

An impressive silence and an awe-inspiring 
gloom pervaded ‘the crypt—both being accentuated 
by the mysteriously cloaked and hooded, figures 
moving, soundlessly hither and thither, threading 
their way between the massive pillars by which the 
vaulted roof was upheld, as they made the custo- 
mary preparations for the dread event. 


AT MIDNIGHT. 

The last stroke of the midnight chimes had 
barely died away when the Chief of the Klan and 
his hooded Councillors entered the judgment-hall in 
solemn procession and took their seats. 

“Bring forth the prisoner!” commanded the 
Chief from his elevated throne, in tones that might 
have meant “Bring forth your dead!” 

A faint shuffie of listed feet followed, and a few 
moments later a groun of Klansmen emerged from 
the gloom with a struggling figure in their midst. 

In the light of the huge tapers which now illn- 
minated the crypt, the struggling figure resolved 
itself into a dapper little man with a high, bald 
forehead and a bristling black moustache. Dark, 
high-arched brows lent a questioning look .to his 
inscrutable eyes, which seemed to absorb the scene 
before him. 

MAX, 

With a lack of ceremony which he appeared to 
resent, he was thrust into the rough stone seat 
facing the judge, from which many a prisoner before 
him had listened, shuddering, to-his doom. 

“TI shall be able to make a jolly good cartoon 
out of this,” murmured the prisoner, gazing around 
him appreciatively. 

“ Silence!” hissed the hooded Klansmen, 


DR. SPOONER’S SPOONERS. 


Spoons, of course, are lovers. Spooners are the 
mixed-up, jumbled phrases, for which one Dr. 
Spooner, of the University of Oxford, was notorious. 

Dr. Spooner once asked a lady to pass him the 
piga’ fleas.”” He meant, of course, “the figs, please.” 
“A moment later he asked the same lady to hand 
him that stink puff, pointing towards some cranberry 
jelly, and, of course, meaning “that pink stuff.” 

Dr. Spooner, late for dinner one evening, said: 

“TI was hatching a nasty snipe.” He had really 
been snatching a hasty pipe. 

To a railway porter who asked him how much 
luggage he had, the doctor replied: 

“Two rags and a bug.” 
and a rug. 

Dr. Spooner was a clergyman, and one day he 
announced impressively for his text: 

“Many are called, but chew are fosen. Be ye 
therefore of the fosen chew.” 

As he entered his kitchen on a Friday a strong 
odour of grilled fish assailed his nostrils. 

“ What a hell of smerrings! ” he exclaimed. 


Jor ‘ 
ALL VERY WELL 


The country station master did not wear a uni- 
form, and one day when a train camein he stood at 
_the platform door to take the passengers’ tickets. A 
pretty young lady came up to him, and when he 
held out his hand for her ticket she seized it, gave 
it a tight squeeze, and followed that up by giving 


him a hearty kiss. 
‘ The station master was somewhat. taken aback, \ 
but he managed to say: { ' 


_  “That’s all very well, miss, but I want your 
ticket.” 


“Oh,” replied the lady, with a blush, “ aren’t 


you Uncle John?“ 


—_ > 


He had really two bags ; 


“Prisoner,” said the Chief solemnly, ‘‘do not be 
too sure that your drawing days, are not done.”’ 

The prisoner started, and looked apprehensively 
about him. 

“What do you mean? ’”’ he demanded in a husky 
voice, fingering his throat nervously the while. 

“Listen, and you shall know,’ replied the judge. 

““* Whisper and I shall hear,’” murmured the 
prisoner, with a weak attempt at jocularity. 

“ Silence!’’ hissed the hooded Klansmen. 


STRAIGHT TALK. 
“Your name is Max Beerbohm——’ ; 
“With the accent on the ‘beer,’ please,’ re- 
quested the prisoner politely. : 
“You are, I believe, very well off, if not wealthy,” 
pursued the -judge. 

“*“Max Beerbohm’s bank is bonny,’”’ sang the pri- 
soner. in a throaty tenor. 

“Silence!” hissed the Klansmen. 

“You are forbidden to sing,” said the judge, 
sternly. ‘Pedestrians passing along the street 
above might think something was amiss with the 
gas main, and be alarmed. You are a relative of 
the late Herbert Beerbohm Tree?” 

“ Ah, yes, the n’actor,” mused the prisoner. “ But 
you cannot blame me for that, Besides, I am only 
his half-brother. Moreover, he is quite dead—my 


_half-brother, once removed, so to speak.” 


“As &® young man you were at Oxford?” further 
questioned the Chief. . 

“I admit it,’’ replied the prisoner. ‘‘I received 
a Dark Blue education, and have been sorry for 
Cambridge ever since.” 

* All things considered,’’ continued the judge, 
“one would be iustified in exnectinge von to act like 
a gentleman. Is not that so?” 

“Oh, really, please,” simpered the prisoner, 
“von make me feel so awkward. don’t vou know. 
Runt, IT. hove I’m as nearlv a gentleman as it is 


“That's Fred Sloggard, the boxer. 
“My! 


Going to meet the ‘Manchester Pet,’ you know.” 
And isn’t he hurrying to meet her, too!” 
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rossible for a critic to be. Of course, I know wh 


yvou’ve got me here. von know. You can’t decei¥? 
ine! ”’ e 

*““My purpose is to undeceive you,”’ declared b> 
judge, sternly. ‘‘ You are arraigned before th 
Court of the Ku Klux Kian for permitting , 
exhibited two caricatures offensive to the Bri? 
public, 

‘““How was I to know?” asked the prisone” 
auerulously. ‘I live abroad so much that perhaP®, 
I have lost touch with British tasve. 

“That may be an = exvlanation. 
exense. But while I condemn vour Janse. J am 8° 
for you,” said the judge, with feeling. 


2° «ae ae 
it 18 
but sy 


“Why?” FALLEN. 


“Becanse you have fallen in the estimatio? oy 
your fellow-countrymen. For years they have ed 
mired your subtle and satiric humour and laug ve 
t your grotesque conceptions. Hitherto you ee 
occupied a unique position in the ranks of noe 
and political caricaturists, being regarded 


; a ee 
affection even by the victims of your piquant pene! , 


and pungent wit. And now. throuch our unhappy - 
lapse, all that is changed,” ; ee 
“But I haye had the offending cartoons Wi 
drawn,” protested the prisoner. 
“Too late! You have given the public. a glimpe 


of vulgarity which it did not dream was in va 


You have attacked, more in the spirit of a Ger™ 
cartoonist than of an English gentleman, two of 1h : 
best-beloyed personalities of British royalty, and 
your, specious excuses and remarks as to ‘man 
of taste’ will not wipe out the offence you ba 
committed.” ip 
“ Bah,” exclaimed the prisoner, “surely all es 
is much ado about nothing. I’m sure the Pri?_, 
of Wales is too good a sportsman to make 4 dois 
about my innocent joke, and I’m certain his gt?” 
father would have taken it in the sme spirit.” 


CONTEMPT, ig 


“I am not trying you on behalf of the Prin 
retorted the Chief, “but in the interests of the lore 
British public. The living victim of your lament® 4 — 
lapse into vulgarity no doubt regards your efit 
with contempt, and the dead is happily oplivio® 
to: it.” 

“That’s all right, then,” said the prisoner” 
cheerfully. tne 
_ “It is mot all right. You have offended 
reople, and you must pay the penalty.” 

“What is that?” ae 

“This. You are hereby sentenced to earn t 
living for twelve calendar months as a pav 
artist under a dark railway arch near La™ 
Walk. Remove the prisoner! ”’ 
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THE YOUNG SOUIRE: | don’t bear you any malice, farmer. 
should vou ever be chased by a pack of famished wolves 1 hone, 


aa Your), be driving that horse you sold me. 
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PAGE FIVE 


JOHN HERG IS A 
DANDY CHAIR. 

! BOUGHT For 
You 


Til A 
I | | 


} 


SAILOR (just home from abroad(: What, mother married again? Well, 
if she has a son older than me, | look like being done out of the farm. 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AN AFFECTING STORY OF A BROKEN IDEAL. 


“WELL, my dear, how long is this going to 
last?” 

It was not the sordid consideration of gas bills 
that prompted Dr. Vernon’s inquiry, but the fatherly 
interest he felt in his daughter’s future. : 

Dr. Vernon was a poor man, and an alliance with 
a rich and influential man was coveted for his only 
child. Marijorie—an alliance that would bring a 
wider and richer circle of friends, by which both 
he and his daughter would be able to profit pro- 
fessionally and socially. 

‘Mr. Stephen Carroll’s attentions had extended 
over a period of four years, and the friendship be- 
tween the young people had ripened into love—love 
of the ardour that young and impulsive hearts call, 
perfect. 

Steve viewed matrimony with sense—as a matter 
of £ ». d.. only to be contemplated when two souls 
had the wherewithal to sustain love on something 
better than prose for breakfast and poetry for 
dinner, and being a generous and kind-hearted 
young man, he had refrained from putting the girl 
on that kind of diet. 

Steve Carroll, dilletante, had learned that there 
Was such a word as “fail’”—Lytton, to the con- 
trary—for the dim, shadowy, veiled figure of Try 


this penniless youth as if he were the only man on 
earth, accept his presents, and encourage him in 
every way. A match between you two is utterly 
out of the question, You must marry money if you 
marry at all; 1 am a poor man, and growing old. 
What will become of you after I am dead and 
gone?” 

“But, papa,’ sitet the girl, ‘‘I love Steve, and 
he loves me. One of these days he will be able to 
support me in a Manner commensurate to my social 
position,” — 

“ Bah!’ sneered the doctor. ‘‘Men of his type 
are ne’er-do-wells. He will probably end his days 
in a charity hospital. / 

“Well, well,” he added, noticing the tears in the 
girl’s eyes, ‘‘ see him, if you must, but, I beg of you, 
do not look upon Mr, St. John’s advances so coldly. 
Remember, I am advising you for your good and 
happiness, my dear,” 

Steve stood leaning on the piano near the heavy 
curtains and heard all. 

In a moment more he had noiselessly closed the 
front door behind him, and was walking rapidly 
down the Avenue. 

“ How selfish I have been,’’ he muttered. “I have 
often told her that true love is unéelfish; I must 
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HE: You don’t mean to a you ‘think women may some day be man’s equal? | 
SHE: ‘There is no knowing, but | trust she'll never fall so low. | 


Again had often come between him and half-won 
success. , 

Steve had prospects, but they were as far off a 
the fame he some day hoped to achieve; his rich 
maiden aunt was like the rést of the family, ex- 
tremely long-lived. 

“Well. my dear, how long is it going to last?” 
repeated Dr. Vernon. 

He sat at his desk in the office. which was di- 
vided off from the reception-room by heayy por- 
tieres, and Marjorie stood leaning against the chair. 

Neither of them knew that Steve had been ad- 
mitted and ushered into the front room, the servant 
not announcing them, evidently considering the mag- 
netism of his presence sufficient to attract her young 
mistress. 

“‘How long is it going to last?” queried Steve to 
himself. as he was about to “ahem” his arrival—ah! 

“ Marjorie,” continued the doctor, “you know 1 
want you to_ marry Floyd St. Jolin as much as St. 
John wants you for “a wite. anid yet you Gling © ‘to 


prove it to her now, Mr. St. John, I shall facilitate 
‘your advances. Keep the fading rose, Marjorie— 
V'll wear the thorns!” 

He knew Marjorie’s ambition, social aspirations, 
and the life ofease and comfort to which she had 
heen accustomed. 

What right; had he to persuade thie delicately 
nurtured, refined girl to share his haphazard aise 
mian life? 

To ask her to wait for him and waste her youth 

and happiness in a long engagement seemed worse 
than selfish. and so Steve resolved to carry out a 
plan to disgust the girl with himself and pave her 
way to an alliance with a more eligible man. 
. <A week later it was announced by the Press that 
Mr. Stephen Carroll. the well-known composer, had 
inarried Miss Maud Bentley, late of “The Merry- 
makers,” and that she would open the Columbus 
Theatre, Chicago, the following week in Carroil’s 
new comic opera, in which Miss Bentley would be 
“star Féd. 


 Pead. 
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Of course, Marjorie cried herself pale and vat 
her griéf was intense, her pride hurt, she } 4 er 
grossly deceivéd in the man she loyed; and ort 
she mide up her ‘nind to forget all about the ¥ 
less Wretch as the wife of Floyd St. John. pot 
The marriage took place, and Marjorie’® - 
tion in society Was as¥uréd, she became a ! oy 
her set. she had everything bhe wanted put-b rie 
ness! She had imurtied monéy, soulless, he 
money, and the man who satisfied her évery mate of uy 
want could not give her 'the love and ideal life : 
which she longed. tone” 2 
She begah to Weary of her artificial e*! eotet 
and finally ‘becathe “exclusive”—in that she 
tained few and attended fewer functions. 
She Becarie interested in a number of ch@™ ir 
and found in the children’s ward of St. Lukes 
thing ‘better to love and play with than her do8 “io” 
One day the stperintendent called her atten! sgth) 
to a patient, a ofie-tife popular opera bouffe ip 
and asked Mrs.’ St. John if she could not re 
strumental in tettide up a benefit performane’r as eS 
the wothan and & few professional friends, ” 
too proud to ask for hid, abe 
“I don’t think She’s in need,” he said, Beoe 
always pays promptly; but a testimonial is a {eo 
looked upoh as a éompliméfit, and I can youcd nd 
her as beihg deserving. Her namely is Bentley es 
lier father was an old friend of mine, John 5 
the war correspondent.” yr iy 
“I should ‘be pleased to call on her,” 84 - gye 
St. John, “Will you not ask her if I, as one # 
lady patronesses, thay see her?” : 
A wothan of some thirty years. was ne 
an invulid’s chair, 
She had wavy brown hair, soulful blue < 
a face of unustiiil sweettiéss. 


“Mrs. St. John will pardon my not rising 
with diffigulty that I am moved from bed t? 
I fear it is an incurable spinal trouble.’’ 

“Your name is not unfamiliar, Miss 
replied Marjorie. ‘Did you not marry a 
mine—a Mr. Carroll?”’ 

“Well, hardly, Mrs. St. Jolin; Mr. Carroll ¥ 
a marrying man. The newspaper report was } 
of an advertising scheme to start me in 
venture. 

“Oh, no, Mr. Carroll is a conirmed woman » 
He has ‘made several fortunes for nie, which te: 
sunk in unprofitable enterprises since I lost nis a 
management. Jt is by his bounty that 1 ® pe? 
occupying these apartments, for as soon as he 
of my accident he cabled ‘me two hundred. 
and has sent me a monthly fémittance ever ‘si .s 

“No doubt you have heard of his good for" e m 
inheriting the large estate of his maiden. aunts : 
Carroll, of Melton Mowbray.” 

“Steve is now enjoying the hunting. He yi 
me a few lines with evéry rehiittance,” 2” 
Bentley picked lip several sheets of heavy 2° 
covered ‘with ‘the Carroll crest and Steve? — vt 
chirography. ; i ut 

“*T hope this ‘will find you improviné go", 
“*T gerd héfewith bill of étchange on oe 
Brothers for fifty pounds. I'am hunting hee 
Eastbourne pack and enjoying myself 2 Bs wi 
shall probably run ‘over some time next moti 
of the two cities I much prefer Néw rhe to te 
in. If you ate well and strong enough 
in again, I will give you ‘finandial | packing Egan fe 
gage a good man to Mahwee you. Do not th 
for the little I do for ‘you. I shall never * pot gd 
to discharge my indebtednéss to you—yo" ne ee 
under an everlasting obligation the time. rpc 
my life when down with the fever in Syd” ie. ; 

“You ‘saved ‘his life?” demanded Marjor’ rie. ot 

“Only a little nursing, that was all,” 
the woman. “He néver would forget it- 
of the oddest men J’d ‘ever known,” ehe © 
“The company called him the angel, and 
but not in the sense we people use the ot 
had ‘such a ‘kind heart, so sweet and 
nature. But what attracted me was igi 
my séx, and although I bored him, to 
vain’ efforts to ferret out his heart’s a0 
met with the rebuff I naturally deserved. 

‘He would only smile and remark, in pis | 
way, ‘I am wedded to an ideal which no 
woman will ever he able to realise.’ va 

“ Steve left us in England, and We 
luek left me.’ 

Miss Bentley pansed a moment. ghe Had 
studying Marjorie‘s face intently duri® ine 
cital, and now looked her straight in the nt od 

“You will consider me ‘vary impertin’ 
say you are Steve's ideal—that you “are t 
he loved, and still lovas.’’ : 

Marjorie flushed scarlet. 

« Mids Bentley,” she anewered, in angry 

(Continied on ‘paige trtesn:) 
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IN A LIFETIME. 


it ay —-— + 


Ow: 

» Was a pitiful mistake, 
ae N error sad and grim, 

i Xited for the cailway train; 


i 


Tae light was low and dim. 


_ Ame at last, and from the car 
dag tere stepped a dainty dame, 
~ looking up and down the place, 
straight unto me came. 


f ay ; 

; %, Jack!” she cried, “oh, dear old Jack!” 
Pnerd kissed me as she spake; 

_ “2 looked again, and, frightened, cried, 

» ,Oh, what a bad mistake!” 


% Said, “Forgive me, maiden fair, 
ng ©r I am not your Jack; 

ie 28 regards the kiss you gave, 
a ry straightway give it back.’ 
PS cings shat night I’ve often stood 
 ®,, (P02 that platform \dim, 

2 nly once in a man’s life 

_ “°° such things come to him. 


Jot 


hL 


Wig (Cunning along up the train which has 
at slang by ‘a passenger): Who pulled the conr 
. On cord? ” 

pe. Maid (from carriage window): “I did! They 
4% Mt me in with two honeymoon couples, and 
1 a Rearly crazy.” ' 


™ WALKER was one of those milkmen who 
8n abhorrence of adulteration in any shape 
2, and it was always his proud boagt that he 
., cows milked into dry pails so that not a 
4,0 V@ter should get mixed with the cowy fluid. 
%,” day Bouncer met him in the little High 
4}, “y “2d inquired: 

“oy Say, Walker, how much water do you put 
’ i le : milk?” 

etd a drop, Mr. Bouncer,” answered Walker, 
to, 2Uge show of virtuous indignation. 
yx *8 I’m an honest man.” 
wi’, look here, Walker,” 


™ 
9 
hy 


observed Bouncer, 


+ side of his nose, ‘that may do for some 
but not for me. I'll pay you sixpence a quart 
Y" let me have the milk from the cow without 
rp in it.” - 

yoy tell ye, Mr. Bouncer, I serves all my milk 
; : sty cow, and never puts a drop of water in it.” 
a Vy bet 


‘ 


you you do,” said Bouncer. 
you I don’t,”” replied Walker warmly. 
right, I’ll bet you a fiver that my milk is 
bout a quarter water.” 
uf I mustn’t bet,” observed Walker. “The 
the chapel wouldn’t like it, if they heard of 
‘ll forfeit a fi’pound note if you can prove 
Ut any water into your milk.” 
tyou are. I'll buy a lactometer and test 
fed Bouncer, and so they passed on. 
~ Or four weeks went by, and one night 
Y Moe tll early risers were in bed and asleep, 
eg actly crept across Walker's back yard to- 
: oh. Pump. \ 
wy Striving at this useful adjunct to a dairy- 
we Be ss, he took from underneath his coat 
yy ao bladder holding considerably more than a 
i. Yhich he had previously. filled with proor 
hg,’ Passing it down the inside. of the pump 
4H dew 92 it just behind the spout, so that the 
“of the handle in the morning would break 
_ =* the contents with the water which came 


-&ecomplished to his satisfaction, 

*8 quietly 28/be-had come in. 

"SXt day, when Walker called at, Bouncer’s 
the usual half-pint, the master of the 

“Pened the door himeelf. 


he re 


+ 


“Nary . 


Closing one eye, while he laid his fat finger ° 


tHE HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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MOTHER: Now, Tommy, give the little boy your orange. He’s, no father. ‘ ME: 

TOMMY: Can’t we give him father instead? © ’ ; ae. ore 

ry ag sates 

A COLLAPSE. — | a 

\ 

RTA Lie yeh 

Man of the House (in a loud and amgry voice): 

“Confound it! Shut that door out there! Shut Cato 

that door this minute!” : fe 

Servant (appearing, with wrathful dignity): “Do — 

‘ye know. who you’re hollerin’ at?” ea rat 

or Man of House (collapsed): ‘Oh, excuse me, Mary.’ as 

rod I thought it was my wife,” | ie Migs 

A ‘ - hy 

be as igi hit ———)o Bart fae 

Mornin’, Mr. Bouncer,” said the honest milk- bye apateis inet: } ie Ten hs nt vu mad Z 
man, as he tilted his can so as to be able to get the ~ asa \ tars va ! tes Gr x 
measure full, “I were jest thinkin’ about what you ~ y PROPER, CLACEIPICATION, Mi Reet 
were sayin’ about my milk.” ; Z. : hay f WaAT Dh 
“What about it?” inquired Bouncer, sniffing at _'Benrowing is 2 disease,’ said Bighee in. self: sa 
his Jug. A * tt a 4 ; ve - yy 
Nii, ieh: Gib Mate a! Distr cook Vaal aa “And lending is insanity,” replied Small signif a 
givin’ such lovely. milk that I shan’t have en cantly, \ 4 ; 
to go round and shall haye to go back home and get | (ee 3 % ng 
pap aime | Ch) I ask how old your wife da?” mas 
“How’s that?” asked the arch-villain innocently. 7 May sre aly von ae toa Meron has 

“ Why, I hadn’t served two streets this mornin’ peer A RN aa fo dil Shai, ar iN 
before half the people was a-runnin’ after me for wiah. oe ; at - 
more milk. Mr, Boshkin, the president of our Tem- f +X ase’! 
perance Society, had a extry quart, and sed he’d NOS RE, rg ; pe 
neyer tasted any milk so good, and old Miss Catkin Joskyn: Did you have mal de mer when you went hae 
had another pint and ‘sed I, could leave her the over to Boulogne the other day? _ Pee 


same every mornin’ 60 long as I was milkin’ thie 
new cow. Ah, you may depend upon it, sir, there's 
nothing like givin’ a good article free from adult’ra- 
tion.”” And the virtuous dairyman steod up to re 
ceive the apology which he felt to be due to him. 

“I think you'd better give that diver to the 
Cottage Hospital,” observed Bouncer quietly. 

“What? What do you mean?” angrily inquired 
Walker. ; 

‘Have you tasted this lot of milk?” asked . 
Bouncer, 

“No.” 

“Then haye a pull out of my jug.” 

Walker, took it cautiously, sipped it, had a gulp, 
and then drank the lot. 

“Why, it’s ram’and milk,” murmured he. “How 
the dickens did that get into it?” 

“Why, I put it into your pump last night, old 
man,” explained Bouncer, ‘“‘and when you went to 
get the water this morning to mix your milk, 
you-—” j 3 

“Oh, confound yer underhand tricks!’ inter- 
rupted Walker indignantly. “I don’t mind a lacto- 
meter, we can always work. the milk for that, but 
‘when ye comes to meddlin’ with a feller’s pump,—_ 
why, that ain’t bricket, blowed if it is.” 

And with a clash of his.can, he took himself off, 
before Bouncer could get in any reply. 

He has paid the fiver, and everything would be 
forgiven and forgotten if Bouncer wouldn't keep in- 
quiring about that new cow. 


! 


Moddles: No: I stuck to brandy and soda; ite my 
what I always take if I feel qualmish. ans Nuts 


oat 
; vy a 


oor cal MA nan wee ee 
Bd Ndin; et : N as ‘ ia 
A little girl with an inquiring mind asked her ee 


. owe 


mother \what.an angel is. i x 
is a-pretiy little girl Ries i; 


“Oh, said.the mother, “it 
with wings, who fies.” 


“But I heard papa telling the governess yester- SaaS 
day that she was an ungel. Wéll.she fly?” ee 
The answer was prompt. ; - emaA ey 
‘Yes, my dear. She will ly away the first thing Rk 
to-morrow.” 5 hes Thich 


. a, « Wm coe mie 
The schoolmaster possessed ‘a very short temper, 
and, became extremely irritable when not obeyed at, 
once. . ! 
He wae hearing the reading lesson, and Johnny. 
was getting along famously until he came to the 
» word “‘bargue,”,when he halted. Wg) ea 
““B-b-b-b-ha——” stuttered Johnny ‘i, AON aes 
The master, not wnkindly, but sharply, said: 
““Barque, boy, barque.” . Tie ata ae 
Johnny glared at the master witha look of per-e > 
plexity on-his face, and the master’s temper rose, ie) Ry ars 
““Barque, boy, barque,” he roared, Ne aka 
Then Johnny, with a pitiful expression on hig face, We 
replied: ater : aes fi) 
** Bow-wow-wow-wow!”’ 
\ ; ai 
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MRS, “MtGGs: ! like yer new oleae | Missis Dunn! 
ov MRS. DUNN: Yus, nice, ain’t it? Gave a pound for it! 
Lies bed Mt fein Paik denied a colar 0 peat Oh! an’ ‘ow Bi seca ii ohanes did yer cat? 
SE - SOF ¥P ros a ne CHK % = 2 — 
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Z, 7 ttCt LD oy Eee ee 


PAE ; Girls more or less like th's 


iss 
ott HE It would be sad to m 
wine sar ae Emerging from the 


wintaal 
Pround 


wll ae : ZS ON 192 TOROS On business or pleasure pou . 
=i BSNS For all who use the Tubes” 
Smart, City men or rubes— 
Would. if such visions W°"? ‘ 


unr 


f more, 
“Full mahy a tio is made, to blush unseen, ful por 
And waste its brightness ‘neath the beaver's hair,’’— Vote travelling a fea 


|. 1928 
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PORTER: No. miss, 1 won't forget. There's never anything forgotten at this station except tips. 


Before the off-licence closes, 


I~ 


GUEST: !} shall. not come here again, The 
Steak you brought that fat man at the next table 


Was twice as large as mine. Where's the manager? ‘ HE: !’m sorry vour programme is full. 
WAITER: That WAS the manager, SHE: But i'm not. Take me down to supper, there’s a good soul, 


TALE OF A BILLIARD MATCH. 


ROBERT SMITH was a clerk in tight boots and 
a a Government office. An unromantic position for 
‘ a hero, with its endless routine of biting one’s finger- 
nails or the end of a penholder, and killing flies with 
, a ruler. 
Robert was in love with the fair Lady Caramel, 
ey _ nineteenth daughter of the Earl of Marzipan. A 
' charming damsel of 19 summers, and a correspond- 
ing amount of springs, autumns, and winters. 
eae She was a fair. fragile creature, with a com- 
Gar plexion of lilies and dandelions, and the appetite of 
fi a navvy. Hair, black as a wet night, and eyes ot 
te 9 liquorice green, constantly changing to the rich hue 
at of a moist rump steak; delicately-arched nose, and 
AD finely-chiselled oyster-shell-like ears. 
fr It was at a reception given by the Dowager 
Duchess of Cheese, in honour of one of the princes 
. beginning to crawl, that Robert met her. 
+ “He ‘was on the pavement outside. But as she 
passed him her eyes, by some strange chance, met 
his. 
Sat For one sweet, juicy St. Michael’s moment these 
ze! two gazed at one another. and the magnetic thrill 
Bila? that passed from the tip of Robert's shirt collar 
\ to the small of his back completely cured his 
ata 7 neuralgia. 
ple Then, as the eyes were lowered in sweet con- 
--— fusion, and the long lashes swept. the cheek. till 
the pavement was frosted with pearl powder, Robert 
{ dropped to earth once more, his foot encountering 
fee a bystander’s favourite corn on the way, which re- 
pire sponded in the usual manner, to the forcibly (and 
4 profanely) expressed indignation of the bystander. 
Robert went home and tried to stand on his head. 
' Not succeeding in this, he extemporised memories 
on his concertina to such an extent that the first 
floor back challenged him to come out and fight 
Bo, - it out like a man, a 
Robert's ambition was fired. We would win fame 
and glory so that he might aspire to the hand of 
his lady love. One path to fame was open to him 
literature. Good old literature! 
. _ He let his finger-nails grow, and kept his pen- 
te holders at their normal length. The flies in the 
tet ‘office waxed fat, and their days were long in the 
land: Robert was writing a novel, 
sh When it was finished he tried several editors with 


f 


man’s ‘brains. 
MANAGER: Ah!~perhape that’s the trouble, 


| ‘ 


2 22424 S258 7/2818 =~ EFEWULI VA Te 
it, but the editors weren’t having any. Robert re 
vised his novel; made the female characters im- 
moral. and the hero a man with several pasts and 
no future to speak of, and sent it off once more on 
its travels, \ 

One drowsy summer day’ he awoke (at the office) 
and found himself famous. } 

He let his hair grow. 


IL. 

One morning he called upon the Earl of Marzi- 
pan. 

“T love your daughter,’’ hé said boldly. 

“Which one?’ asked the Earl, with the smile of 
a refrigerator. ‘There are others, you know,” 

‘‘The nineteenth.” 

“Aha” gaid the Earl, who always swore in 
French—the only words of that language known by 
him being improper ones. “She is the promised 
wife of Lord Cahozed. The marriage will take 
place——” 

“Never!” exclaimed a voice as the Lady Caramel 
arose from the table, under which shad had been 
concealed. 

She would have said more, only she had bumpea 
her head and felt mad. 

‘*“Minx!” said her father. ‘To your room! 
for you, sir’—turning to Robert—‘‘ begone! 
wielder of the pen shall enter my family.” ; 
, “Whe pen is mightier than the sword,’ quoted 
Robert. 

“Perhaps so, when it is used merely to kill 
time,” 

This was a sneer at the Government office, but 
Robert pocketed the insult and replied. calmly: 

“My path in life lies plainly before me, and 1 
shall keep to it.’’ 

“Two paths lie before you at present,” said the 
Earl, grimly. ‘The staircase and the window. 
The choice rests with you, sir.” 

Robert chose the staircase. 


As: 
No 


Iii. 

Lord Cahozed had a long pedigree, a firm chin, 
ond broad genial feet. 

He live with these possessions (his only ones) 
in some elegant chambers near Seven Dials. There 
Robert called on him amd found him not at home, 

But love is cunning. Our hero calmly waited at 
the nearest pawnshop. in’ the dusk of the twilight 
his’ patience was rewarded. His lordship left the 
family elock to be regulated. 

The nobleman had just quitted the shop and ‘was 
putting the ticket in his waistcoat pocket, wnen 
Robert stepped forth. 

“A word with you, Cahozed,” he said. 
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THEATRE ROYAL. 
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ACTOR (refused engagement, to manager): Well, sir, | have this consolation, 1 don't live by another 


_ death so much as the fact of his having brain® 


zona 5, 


“ What is it?” drawled the other, “Be briefi 
time ‘is valuable. rte 
“More than your timepiece was,” retorted BO” oy — 
“judging from the price yon villain advanced _ 
on it.” ath : 
The rich blue Scottish whisky mounted in # d jle 
flush to the aristocrat’s brow at the insult, rot? . 
his fingers tightened convulsively on his ciS® i 
holder, as he replied: ob 
“You are of plebeian descent; therefore I oan 
call you out, But I tell you what I can ® a 
do—” ¢ 
**What’s that?” , 
“Play you billiards.” 3 ; 
“Good!” muttered the other, between his 
teeth (ten guineas the set he had paid for 
“One hundred up, the loser to be dead from 
forth to the Lady Caramel.’ 
“And pay for the table,” added Cahozed. ‘4 
“e Agreed!” 7 
They tossed for the break. a 
Iv. all pa 
The game'had reached an exciting point” oe 
An \easy-winning hazard or a difficult camPO® 
the white. Robert to play. ope 
So intense was the silence in the room th®” uN 
might have heard a big break. yer 
Our hero took careful aim and potted his ad oe 
sary’s ball. oe 
“Game!” cried the marker, cheerfully. Do 
“Whitechapel!” exclaimed his lordship Wi? 
circular oath. ot 
“Here I am,” replied a young man who bad j . 
entered. “Did anyone want me?” jp 
“Go to the devil!” shouted Cahozed, tumbling 
all his pockets for the marker’s tip. rid 
“I must see my wife first,” laughed the ite” a 
comer, who was none other than the Duke of beat f 
chapel, heir to a thousand acres of fried fish 5” ie 
“Wife!” exclaimed Cohized. ee 
“Yes, Special licence. Done the joh toda 
fact. ; 
“Who is the unfortunate lady, may I ask?” 
“Lady Caramel.” er 
Robert fell in a dead faint against the ma ge 
(who had just received his gratuity), and in the ort 
citing scramble for halfpence that ensued 
Cahozed made his exit, 


ge00e 


ig Oe 


f 
Vv 


_ Oahozed. blew out his brains. pit 
‘It was a great shock to his friends. Not Ae aie 
same night, on his way home from cne BY we 
liard room, Robert bought a razor and cut ry 
corns. 
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A LITERARY EVENING. 
i —_———__. : pie” ey 
The man was one of ‘the sort that ee aa if 
grees hong i educate his flancee by reading ‘ 
a ; ab 
The girl ‘was one of the sort—well, she inet, S 
That -is, having decitied that she was for pes 
she pretended to fall in .with his literary taete 
even tried torkeep up an interest in it. So, W?" pe 
other evening ‘he was reading Rennyson to t Pa 


wre 


read ‘thie line: “e en . 
ct . love that never found ‘his earthly ClO 
When ‘the girl-interrupted : ee 
ats cota es tak en a 
ng, . - (Now, fon. a San 
4d understand why Cupid is always represented 
out anything on. But please -go on» 4 
voice -has so much ‘feeling in it!” te, 


se 


Jo(———-— 


A STRIKING IDEA. 7 
—_— * . , 
“Your jhonour,” said the arrested ciate s: 


tried to warn the man, but the horn wonldn’t — A 
ig pee seh did you not slacken sP i 
an run him down?” | ) sae 
I never thors’. he: 


vie 


A farmer once made to Abraham Linco? ae 
Viously exaggerated statement as to the nae 
his hay crops, 

“T’'ve been cutting -hay, too,” said 
rsmiling. 

“Good crop?” -the farmer asked. 

““Fine—very fine!” maid ‘Lincoln. 

“How many tons?” / 

“Well, I don’t exactly know how many od 
said Lincoln, carelessly, ‘but my men ® tne * 
he ret oat of doors, and then stored " 


00 ‘ 


+ > 


te, 
ty Wor are you goin’ to do about the big race, 
“yp. * Brown?” arsked the young shover, w’en ‘e 
|, «back wipin’ ’is mouth. 
t Do about it?” I ses. ‘‘ Wot can I do about it? 
hothink to do with me.” 


Po hy ‘ 
ware got quite enough on, thank you,” I ses, 
“Up h is more than I can say for some of the 

‘ere today. Look at that party over thére, 
Rolis-Ford. They ought to be ashamed,” 1 


. ‘aha 


y abe come orf it, Misses Brown,” ’e ses. ‘We 
Tr, “OW you ain’t sich a bloomin’ puritan as you 
ly, “48 to make out. Some gals can do with less 
Pe" yet Others, and look all the better for it.” 
Rp, You mean to insinuate,” I ses, ‘as my 
4 . &in’t good enough for the present fashion,” I 
Y I don’t mind tellin’ you that my late ’usban’, 
- «—laprop-Brown as was, always sed as my—— 
ty I don’t want to ‘ear wot your old man used ter 
ing Wit ’e didn’t useter say,” interrupted the 
t.. Shover. “ All I want to know is. wot do you 
c 


& for the big race?’ 

, ae PICKING THE WINNER. 

Sthink,” I ses. ‘I don’t believe neether of 

a, wih win,” I ses. 

“sy Ot, a dead “eat?” ’e ses. 

ty. > don’t know w'ether the dead eat or whether 
“fon’t, But I know some 0’ the livin’ drink,” I 
kin’ at im ’ard, “although they tries to dis 

«, the fack, some o’ them.” 

a 't be silly,” ’e ses, ‘“D’yer think Phar-oss 

\ « chance?” 

Mes Should think a near ’oss would ‘ave a better 

; Ses. ‘But if you reely want to know w’ich 

___ faney, it’s Town Guard.” 


IRE HRALP-«HULIDAT. 


AT EPSOM (continued). 


‘fi te 
2% TL mean, are yer goin’ to put anythink on?” ’e 
i ; 


FATHER (to Algy, who has slapped his nurse): i'm surprised at you: 
FLAPPER SISTER: That's just it, dad—he thinks we"s a man! 


ce 
ill 


Ihe vie \ 
Vist ea 
4 


—— 


“Wi'y ”’ ’e ses. 

“Becos if remiids Mme of ‘the p’leece,” I ses. 
“And you know the p’leece always win.” 

“Well, if you’d like to back yer fancy T’ll put 
anythink you like on for yer,” ’e ses.. ‘‘’Ow much 
do you say?” A 

‘‘Oh, sometHink quite moderate,’”’ I ses, . “You 
know I don’t agree with bettin’. Say a pound.” 

“Bach way?” ’e arsks, 

“Yes,” I ses. “There an’ back,” I ses. 
“Give us yer money, then,” ’e ses, 


PUTTING A BIT ON. 


“Wot money?” I arsks. 

“The two Brads,” ’e ses. 
one for a place.” 

‘‘A plaice?” I ses. “I don’t want no plaice. 
A dish of stood eels I wouldn’t say no to. Buta 
plaice—no, thank you. Besides, ’oo ever ‘éard of 
anybody givin’ a pound for a plaice?’ 

“Don’t be funny,” ’e ses, ‘“‘Are you goin’ to 
‘ave a bet or not? If you are, give us yer money.” 
“But you sed you’d put it on for me,” I’ses. 

“So I will.” ’e ses, ‘“‘w’en I git it.” 

“Ho!” Ises. ‘If I've got to bet with me own 
money, ‘ere’s a shillin’. Do the best you ean with 
it,”’ I ses, an’ ’anded ’im the money. 

“Wot do you want it on?” ’e ses, spinnin’ it, 

“Maile,” I ses. 

‘Look ’ere,” ” 
a minute.” ‘ 

*¥ou' can lose wot you like,” I ses, “60 long as 
vou don’t lose me money.” 

“Wot ’orse?” ’e shouts. 

“Were?” Iises. “‘Show them to me, and I’ll tell 


“One for a win, and 


e ses, “I shell lose me temper in 


” 


yer. 
“You'll see them canter parst to the gate in a 
minute,” ’e ges. 


Why aren’t you a man?” 


PAGE SLEVER. 


; 


“Wot, are they goin’ out?” I ses. 


“The startin’ gate,” ‘e ‘issed. “Don’t you un-— 


derstand nothink?”’ 


THE START. 


“You carn’t expect me to kKiow ®yerythink,” I 
ses. ‘I never sees the Derby moré than, once a 
year.” 

“Wot ’orse do you want to bet on?” ’e fairly 
shouts, makin’ the car honk somethink awful by 
mistake. 

“ Ah,’’ I ses, “that’s my bizness. Think I’m 
goin’ to give the hame away? You might put a bit 
on yourself, an’ spoil the market. You jest put 
the money on, an’ leave the rest to me, young man.” 

’E didn’t stop to argite no longer, but sayii 
somethink I’m glad I didn’t ‘ear, disappeared in 
the crowd. : 

A few minutes later, jest w'en I was thinkin’ I 
could do with a sangwedge, the crowd begun to roar, 
and I could ’ear the thuddin’ of ’orses’ ’oofs as they 
went parst. Then the shoutin’ died down, and the 
young shover comes up. 

“Wot won?” I arsks. 

“Wotyer mean, won?” ’e ses. 

“TI thought I spoke plain enough,” 1 ses, “ Wot 
’orse won?” 

“No ’orse ain’t won,’ ’e ses. 

“That’s jest wot I told you,’’ I ses. “I sed 
neéther of ’em’would win. You ’eard me, didn’ cher, 
Lucy?” ; 3 

But Lucy, the ’ousemaid, was busy talkin’ to the 
shover of the next car. 


WANTED HER MONEY BACK. 


“So I s’pose I gits me money back?” I ses. 

“They ’aven’t started yet,’ ’e ses, “Yes, they 
‘ave!’ ’e yelled. And everybody else yelled likewise, 
‘ "Bre they come!” \ 

““T don’t see ’em,’’ I ses. 

But ’e didn’t take no notice of me. 

“There they are!” ’e shouted something fearful, 
“ jest comin’ round Tottenham Court Corner.” 

“They’ve got a long way to come, then,” I ses. 

But I don’t think nobody ’eard me. Bverybody 
was roarin’ louder an’ louder, until presently, like a 
flash of lightnin’, about a ‘’undred ’orses, all diff’- 
rent, colours—red, blue, ‘green, and ‘I don’t know wot 
—all thundered parst, an’ the race was over. 

Well, you all know wot won, s0 there ain’t no 
need to tell you; an’ considerin’ ’ow I’d enjoyed me- 
self. I didn’t begrudgeé.the shillin’ I never see again, 


pn een ete 


LIFE’S LITTLE ECONOMIES, 

They were discussing mean people, 
and during the course of the evening 
all manner of little acts of stinginess 
were described. 

Then the silent man began to speak. 

“I once knew a woman,’ he said, 
“who had a cat. She went out shop- 
ping one morning, and ordered a few 
cheap groceries, together with a penny- 
worth of meat for the cat. 

“The goods had to be delivered three 
miles away. But as the \van was 
about to leave, late in the afternoon, 
a servant rushed into the shop in a 
state of great excitement. 

‘“«Missus’s things gone yet?’ she 
asked anxiously. 

«Just going,’ replied the assistant. 

“«Well, you must change the order,’ 
gasped the breathless girl. | ‘Don’t 
send the meat. 
a@ bird,” ” 


Jo 
FIXING THEIR RELATIONS, 


in her first job): You mustn't keep on 
calling me Mus. Jameison-Smythe every 
time you address me. You should say, 
“Yes, mum,” or “No, mum,” 

Sally: Oh, I can’t eall yer mum, be- 


I'll call yer auntie if yer like! 
o( 

Kallow: Yes, I’m trying to raise # 
moustache, and,I’m wondering what 
colour it'll be when it does come out. 


ry 


Miss Peppery: Grey, I-shouldrsay, at 


the rate it appears to be growing. 


The cat’s just caught 


Mrs, Jameison-Smythe (to the maid « 


eos that’s wot I calls me mother. But — 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PAGE TWELVE 


JUNE rel . 
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the next chapter “she rose from her knees on eae \. 
a more astonishing demonstration of lev asa oe BN 
can be found in in all the annals of es J hi, 

Whether. in rising, she left the lower Ree pee fi. 
her legs standing, and what happened "0 
penders, is not disclosed, nor how long she * ye ey 
thus dismembered.. Anyhow, it could not B®”, gh? 4 


a pretty sight: and I am not a bit, surPt? 
ever 


“CINDERS OF PASSION.” 


po ea 


the strong, silent man, now gray er than ae 4 
* temples, |strode to the door, ‘ wrenched pet 
and ‘flung himeelf out of the flat.” . a 


N turning over the pages of a few ot 
the new novels the other day I 
came across one whereof the illus- 
trated, three - colour process 
‘‘jacket’’ was of such brilliance, 
and so thrillingly melodramatic 
in design, that I was persuaded, 
against my better judgment, to 
peruse it. In addition to the al- 
lurement of the paper cover, I was intrigued by the 
name of the author, which was one new to me, but 
reminiscent of something or somebody not quite 
proper, of which or whom J had heard or read in 
days gone by. 

“Cinders of Passion,” by Aloysius Arbuckle 
(Stouter and Odder, Ltd., 7s, 6d. net), was written, 
undoubtedly; with a serious intention; but when I 
put it down it left me in a hilarious condition bor- 
dering on hysterics. 

The plot revolves around that over-worked piece 
of fiction machinery commonly known as “the 
eternal triangle ’”’”—in this case two women and one 
man-—a country mouse, a “vamp,” and a strong, 
silent male, with square, bulging jaws and graying 
temples. Graying temples are quite the thing in 
fiction just now. 

Judging by her actions—as deseribed by the au- 
thor—the “vamp” must have been more acrobatia 
than a modern tennis champion, and—like the mari- 
onettes at the Scala Theatre—capable of being dis- 
joinetd and put together again. In short, as an 
anatomical specimen, she would, in real life, have 
been of considerable interest to a class of medical 


ceeded to ‘‘ bend her head ’’—no easy task. I should 
imagine, unless she was suffering from softening of 
the skull as well as the brain. : 

A few paragraphs later ‘‘ she threw her arms to- 
wards him;” but whether he caught and replaced 
them, or she retrieved them with her teeth, we are 
not informed. That she recovered those limbs some- 
how, however. is certain, for on the next page we 
find her using them to fold him “wildly in a flerce 
embrace.” 

He, alas! was too stronz, too silent, ond his 
temples were too gray to put up with that sort 
thing, so he “thrust her from him.” In doing so, 
he must have used more force than one would have 
expected of a gentleman, for she ‘“‘staggered back 
and dropped her eyes,” at the same time letting ‘a 
low moan escape her.”’ 


HUNTING AROUND. 

When I reached the foregoing affecting passage 1 
instantly imagined the strong, silent one down on 
his hands and knees, searching under the Chester- 
field or the baby grand for her “ glorious orbs, 
and crying in triumph: ‘“Here’s one, darling—the 
left, I think; and there’s the other—under the coal 
vase. Just pass me the fire-tongs, will you’ 
Which, no doubt, she did, unless she was too busy 
making fruitless grabs at the “low moan” that haa 
escaped her. 

We can imagine her saying, testily: 
mind the other eye for a moment. 
this low moan. 
escaped me,” 


“Never 
Help me to grab 
This is the second time ‘it has 


it wasn’t on the top storey. 


was not, I am happy to gay, quite so a# 
acrobatic as her 
seems to have been connected vweitilt her feet 
where she went, she tripped. 
stairs. across the lawn, to the piano, 

house, and always made a special point of wr 
towards the stern, silent hero, who must }# 

grayer at the temples every time he saw 


after a while, as. well as worrying. 6 
wonder how many pairs of shoes she wea?” _ 
the toes in a month, and who pays for the™ 


keeps herself physically- intact throughout ' op 
—at any rate, until the last chapter. W wD 
\* gives her lips” to the strong, silent her? “3 
that time. must be perfectly . snow-white 
temples. 


for, judging by the mummified heads at th© 
Museum, nothing could be more hideous 
less woman. 


sively. To be beaten by a country mouse 
so to speak, after all the dislocations 2” 
tions she had subjected herself to, must nav 


THE COUNTRY MOUSE. 


tr 
The other female side of the eter rnal 


“vamp” sister. Her chi¢ 


She tripped 


ner 


This is her one stunt, and it become: 


pes! 
One 0 


But there is one thing one thanks be? 


opel 
I only hope he at once restored her presi 


, 


ena © 


Be 
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THE FINISH. 
This final incident annoys the “ vam? pe 


S 


3S 


Ss 
.—) 


Oe 


students. , / 
DISMEMBERED. 

In the very first chapter she “cast her eyes to 
the ceiling;” but, judging by the use the made of 
them later on in the story, she must have .caught 
and replaced them in their |respective sockets un- 
damaged. 


“That is the worst of low moans,” no'doubt he Y&Ty irritating indeed. Who, then, will oa 
murmured sympathetically, as he knocked a price- for “ wringing her hands’’ (whether she iro 
less vase off the corner of the mantlepiece. “You  fterwards is not told) and parsing out ° 
would find ‘little moans’ or ‘shuddering moans’ far _ lives. a : 
more easy to manage.” If this is Mr. Aloysius Arbuckle’s first no 0 f ; 
to be thanked for not having attempted ont fe aw. 
if it is his last. he is to be thanked even ™ 


a e 


A PHYSICAL PHENOMENON. 


Not contented with the foregoing feat, she pro- But her most starting effort was to come. In  nestly. 7 
of 
HONK-HONK ! REASSURING. learner’s ruby lips. get a 
He was teaching her to play golf. They were Then he took a shilling from his poe og 8 
“Why are all these people flocking down to Joe cetting on splendidly, but they would have got on threw it to the unwanted one = || 


“Here, my boy,” he remarked, “ put that ? ‘ ia 
pocket. You can forget this.” “ 
“Don’t you worry, guv’nor,” said he 

I'd give this bob to do the same,” 


ie ie 
nia se 


much more splendidly were it not for the fact that 
they had a caddie. 

At. last the instructor threw discretion to the 
winds and imprinted a chaste salute on the fair 


Hardapple’s barn?” asked the charming old farmer 
on the hay waggon. 

“He’s got a curiosity down thar!” chuckled the 
village constable. 

“That so? What kind of a curiosity is it?” 

“Why, Joe’s old red-and-white Jersey cow. The 
other night the cold crittur had the colic, and Joe 
went down with his lantern to give her a dose of 
cow medicine. Blessed if he didn’t make a mistake 
and give her a pint of petrol” 

“Didn't kill her, did it?” 

“No, but it had a funny effect. Now, instead of 
going ‘Moo-moo!’ like any other sensible cow, she 
-goes ‘Honk-honk!’ like one of them thar motor- 
cars,” 


Jo 


“Sanders, have another drink,” a -friend said, 
entering a bar where MacHoot was just tossing off 
a glass of whisky.: fee 

“Na, na,’ answered Sanders MacHoot. ‘I 
winta hae anither, but ye can pay for thisif ye 
like.” 

“Ma, ma!” sobbed Willie, 
to my neck or my face?” 

“Why, what is the matter?” 
reply. 

“Well, you told Mary to wash my face, ‘and she’s 
washing my ears, too!” 


“do my ears belong 


was the temporising 


-——-—)0(—-—_-—— 


He saw her sitting in the dark corner, and knew 
that his chance had come. Noiselessly he stole up 
hehind her, and almost before she ‘was aware of his 
presence he had kissed her. 

“How dare you!” she shrieked, delighted. 

saucy boy, you!” 

“Pardon me,” he bluffed, readily, stepping out 
into the light, “‘I thought you were my sister.” 

“You silly iliot!’ she snapped, stepping into the 
light beside him, ““I am!” 


“You 


“It ain't no good you coverin’ it up, guVv’nor; | see it was a Ford,” 
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GIMME YER MONEY 
OR Nt WORK 


NOW GIMME YER 
AT AN’ Boots" 
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AND THE OTHER 
THINGS, TOO "i! 
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Careers 
é True Tales of Old London Town. “ 


Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. | 8 


SEED GIP CBD WRIA TS SED AANA FTES SGI TTS CR SRS I OD 
15.-THE OLD FLEET PRISON. 


THE ancient Prison of the Fleet is believed to 
have been the oldest in London. In days long gone 
by it was known as Prisona de la Fleet. or the 
Queen’s Gaol of the Fleet. Richard I. confirmed to 
Osbert, brother to William Longchampe, Chancellor 
of England and elect of Ely, the keeping of his Gaol 
of the Fleet at London, so called from the fleet, or 
water, running by it. 

King John gave to the Archdeacon of Wells the 
custody of his gaol of the Fleet., 

About 1586, the prison was let and set to farm to 
tle victualling and lodging of all the house and 
prison to John Harvey, and the other profits to 
Thomas Newport; and these men used to extort so 
much from the poor prisoners, whereupon they peti- 
tioned the lords of the council, and a eommission 
was granted for the relief of the Fleet. 

The Fleet Prison was afterwards used for the 
reception of the prisoners committed by the council 
table. then called the Court of the Star-Chamber. 

‘this assumed authority being found an intolerable 
burden to the subject, it was dissolved in the six- 
teenth year of the reign of Charles the First. 

After the passing of this Act, the Fleet Prison 
became a prison for debtors. and for. contempt ot 
the Courts of Chancery. Exchequer, and Common 
Pleas only. 

The Fleet was consumed in the fire of London; 
and, during ‘its rebuilding, the prisoners that were 
therein at that time were remoyed to Cerron House, 
in South Lambeth. which was made into a prison; 
and, upon the finishing of this place, the prisoners 
were brought back. and it, was for manv years afte» 
,continued as a prison. 

Jacob Mendez Solas. a Portuguese. was the first 
prisoner for debt that ever was loaded with irons in 
the Fleet; he was turned into the dungeon (a place 
like those the dead are buried in), without chimney 
or fire-place—neither paved nor bourded. Capt. 
John Mackphedris, a merchant, was another victim 
of the warden Bambridge. These atrocities came 
to the ears of Charles, who declared that ‘they might 
raise their walls higher, but that there should be 
no prison within a prison. ? 


ye, 
Y if / 


ACTOR: Dramatists have a monotonous method of making their heroes propose. 
~ LEADING LADY (of-unecrtain age): But they do make them propose, don’t they? 4 


In 1728, a Mr. Edward Arne, father of the cele-. 
brated Dr. Arne (then 81 years old), while in the 
Fleet Prison. was suddenly seized, and forced into 
a damp. nauseous. and unwholesome dungeon, with- 
out fire or covering: where. through excessive cruelty 
for the space of six weeks, he lost his senses and 
died. John Huggins, the warden of the Fleet, was 
tried for murder. and acquitted; but James Barnes, 
his agent, was committed, but he fled. Various other 
eruelties, committed by these wretches, gave rise to 
the committee. which the humane Thompson has 
thus celebrated in his Winter :— 


“And here can I forget the generous band, 
Who: touch’d with human woe, redressive search’d 
Into, the horrors of the gloomy gaol? 
Unpitied and unheard, where misery moans; 
Where sickness pines; where thirst and hunger 

burn, ; 
And poor misfortune feels the lash of vice. 
While in the land of liberty, the land 
Whose every street and ‘public building glow 
With open freedom. little tvrants raged: 
Snatched the lean morsel from the starving mouth; 
Tore from cold wintrv limbs the tatter’d weed; 
B’en robbed them of the last comforts—sleep, 
The free-born Briton to the dungeon chain’d, 
Or, as the lust of cruelty prevail’d, 
At pleasure mark’d him with inglorious stripes; 
And crush’d out lives, by secret barbarous ways, 
That for their country would have toil’d or bled. 
O great design! if executed well, 
With patient care, and wisdom-temper’d zeal. 
Ye sons of mereyv! yet resume the search; 
Drag forth the legal monster irto light, 
‘Wrench from their hands oppression’s iron rod, 
And bid. the crug¢l feel the pains they give. 
Much still untouch’d remains: in this rank age 
The toils of law (what dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 
And leng then simple justice into trade) 
How glorious were the day! that saw these broke, 
And eyery man within the reach of right.” 
Of the old prison we know but little of its archi- 


y 
gaa the parlour. 


yeh 


tecture; but the body of the last prison wa4 - K 
some. lofty, brick building, of a considerable —pro® 
with galleries in every storey, which reach! ‘402 | 
ene end of the house to the other: on the oS 

which galleries were rooms for the prisoner® a0? 
manner of provisions were brought into th!® “ger — 
every day, and cried ag in the public street® aye? 
also. was kept an ordinary: with a large ® wt hk 


for exercise. enclosed with a bigh wall. \ 
The following lines will be found in * 
called the ‘Humours of the Fleet” :— 


“Near Fleet’s commodious market’s miT¥ ja” 
This celebrated prison stands, compact 4” ar ; 
Where, by the jigger’s more than magic 
Kept from the power of doing good or parm + 
Relenting captives inly ruminate ' rate! 
Misconduct past, and curse their present ® ace 
Though sorely griev’d. few are'so void of 8% 
As not to wear a seeming cheerful face; ie D | 

In drinks or sports. ungrateful thoughts must 

For who can bear heart-wounding calum??” 

Therefore, cabals engage of various sorts ts! 

To walk, to drink, or play at different sP? i 

Here on the oblong table’s verdant plait» 

The ivory ball bounds and rebounds aga!” 

Thére at backgammon two sit tete a tet , 

And curse alternately their adverse fates gir 

These are at cribbage, those at whist eng?” 

And as they lose, by turns become enra% i 

Some of more sedentary temper, read 

Chance-medley books, which duller 

breeds; 

Or politics in coffee-room, some pore 

The papers and advertisements thrice 0'€F . 


ay 


aati 


Here, knotty points at different tables esi. we 
And either party's wondrous, wond’rous wi: oi fs 
Some, of low taste, ring hand-bells, diref4 

And interrupt their fellow’s harmless joy®: ‘ 
Disputes more noisy now a quarrel preeds: ee 
And fools on both sides fall to loggerhea4 pio 4 
‘Till, wearied with persuasive thumps and ee 
They drink as friends, as though they pe ae 

foes. 


pa 
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Without distinction, intermix’d is seen, 

A ’squire quite dirty, a mechanic clean yd 
The spendthrift heir, who in his chariot ro x 
All his possessions gone, reversions sold; : 
Now, mean, as once profuse, the stupid 4 i 
Sits by a runner’s side. and damns the 10% 


Beneath a tent some drink, and some abov? ie 
Are slily in their chambers making love* 
Venus and Bacchus each keep here a sht! 
And many votaries have to love and win® 


per) ae 
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ALAS! MY POOR BROTHER. 


“Brown,” said the manager of a large 1? 
“there’s a vacancy on the. staff, and ~ jet 
thought of giving the place to your twin agit g°3 

“Twin brother, sir!’’ echoed Brown. pe? 4 

“Yeg—the one I saw playing fooball “rol Lae 
were attending your grandmother’s fune (394 
Saturday,” said the chief, smiling grimly: 

“ Oh—ah—er—am—yes,”’ said Brown. I 
and fetch him!”’ 

“That's right,” said the manager, aa ‘ 
you come back till you’ye found him!” per itn 

Brown is still looking for his twin prot 


re 
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A PERFECT LADY. 


w 1 . 
““Prances,” said the little girl’s mothe? ait? ec L. 
entertaining visitors, “you came dow" ie fh if i 
noisily that you could be heard all over rly Pal) i 
Now go back and come downstairs prope roe? a A 
is 
ye 2 ‘ 
ood 


nh 
” 
Frances retired, and in a few momenté j 
“Did you hear me come down 3 
mamma? ’”’ 


that sf 
of ae 
“No, my dear, That time you came bast 
a lady.” aa Pw 
“Yes, mamma,” explained the chilé 
down the bhannisters.” 


v 


1s 


Jot 


“Referring to my last letter,” he pr 
(plied, “you will find that I love yo ‘2 ' 
page one, madly on page three, and pass ‘we : 
pages four and fiy¢.” 


| ae | 
“Do you really love me?” she wrote- oo OS, os I 
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Gerr 2780, 


'W cattery, Regent 5¢. 
Continuous Daily. 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), 
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TOO LATE. 


ei, (Continued from page six.) 


Yo 
sah are impertinent! 
led for——” 
, ot, beg a thousand pardons, my dear Mrs. St. 
% Rs interrupted the comic opera queen, with a 
. “My woman’s intuition does not fail me, 
ts Woman to woman, admit that we are both 
t ted in the same man, and that you alone hold 
‘ Pe be, to his locked heart.” 
Yailty, thy name is woman! 
®re was the proud and haughty Mrs. Floyd 
& Shn, the owner of a hidden love, in tears before 
"Very-day opera singer, revealing a secret she 
:.. buried in her heart’s most innermost 


Your conjecture is quite 


Oe hay tise Bentley was a generous-hearted woman, 
Ae Never took advantage of another’s weakness, 80 
Me ®ut her lines,” and terminated q scene that 
ie Spal painful. 
‘Te we to part friends, Mrs. St. John?” 
@ best of friends, my dear,” answered Mar- 
Men for you have been a true friend to the dearest 
@ T have ever known.” 


he 


Om and Marjorie atood toe to face in the 
Sa drawing-room of the St. John 


beter the dying fire she clung to him as one 
> Mg, her arms thrown despairingly round his 
Ts. fi Ah, my life! my life! I see it in the fiicker- 
Ye Amos of the fireplace—the ghost of what might 
yo n! Steve, darling, the whole weight of my 
Me is now falling upon my heart. On the thres- 
f life I met you, a man who satisfied the two- 
ie s of my nature, but my destiny willed that 
d be delivered to a man who had treated me 
a very first as a thing to be bought, not as 
nN to be ‘loved. 
» the purity of the heart and love I lost 
ars you! Steve, Steve, my own, never will 
Mana as I love you, and never will you 
Met von se never! Must it indeed be that I 


i 


Bas not & mother. No tie binds me to this 

Ye that recognised by the false laws of our 
Which makes white slavery possible in this 
"Ped age. Steve, darling, again I implore 


Met yon 80 late that I cannot bind you tomy | 
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you—fly with me, and take me away from this 
life!’ 

Steve gently removed the clinging arms ana 
firmly held the two cold hands in his as he gazed 
ealmly and sympathetically into the woman’s 1m- 
passioned eyes. 

“Marjorie,” he said, in soothing tones, “Iam a 
man—no saint. I speak as a man, for a man may 
be tempted and yield to temptation. There is that 
in my heart which bids me speak the truth at such 
a. time—even though it cause you pain. 

“There is love in my heart, but for, another 
woman, the Marjorie of other days, and I shall be 
true to that love till my dying day.’ To the woman 
before me I extend the hand of good, true, honest, 
loyal friendship, and may God bless our friendship, 
and make it as pure as the love I hold for that 
other woman.” 


10Ge ra 


BREAKING THE NEWS. 


In the editor’s den 
That great man plied his pen— 
"T'was his hour of brain-racking stress; 
And his fountain-pen flew, 
For his “copy” was due, 
As the paper was just going ‘to press, 


But his hard-working wits 
Were soon scattered to bits, 
For the boy. with a terrible clatter, 
And words very like swears, 
Fell down two flights of stairs, 
And ‘‘pied” a whole page of type-matter. 


‘“‘Well, boys will be boys, 
But I do hate a noise,” 
The editor said subsequently, 
“So when you turn dizzy, 
And I’m extra busy, 
Break the news, please, a little more gently!” 


)o( 
TURNING HIM DOWN. 


He was a theatrical lover, and she didn’t like his 
style in the least, for he was constant in his devo- 
tion, which made matters worse. She had _ triéd 
gentle meang to get rid of him, but he had dis- 
regarded, them with painful persistency. 

“Dear one!” he exclaimed, hurling himself tragi- 
cally at her feet, “I love you! My life is yours! 
Will you take it?” ° 


Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 


Advertisements are received under the above 
heading and inserted in “ The Half-Holiday” at 
the rate of Twownence ner Word. No display is 
permitted, and the publishers reserve the right 
of declining any advertisement which does not 
meet with their approval, 


The Minimum Charee for any Advertisement 
is Two Shillings and Sixnence, 
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J. B. WEDGE, (Established 1800), Manufacturers 
of Van and Lor:g Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water: 
proof Clothing. Marquees and Tents on Hire 
Tackle, Ropes and Twines, Inside and Outside 
Blinda, Scenery Canvas and Stage Oloths, Ganse 
Business Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Déedora 
tions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Address— 
288. Walworth Road, London, 8.E.17. Telephone: 
4lop 1015. 


AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
Obtainable at all 


BE HEALTHY 
Exercisers and Developers. 
athletic outfitters. ‘ 


PORTRAITS (by an expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODTCED FROM ANY. PHOTO 
GRAPH in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in. by Win, All pictures guaran: 
tged perfect likenesses, and highly and artistically 
painted, Send P.O. (102. 6d.) and photo, with fall 
particulars, to—J PICKERING, 438, Norwood Road, 
8.E.27. Money returned if unsatisfactory. 


WM. ©. DAVIS (late of ‘ Bedford's,” Fenchurch 
Street, B.C.), the Brixtonian Bookseller, Steationer, 
and Tobacconist, 28, Robsart Strest, Britten, 8.W, 8. 


PAGE FIFTEEN 


She did not look like a murderess, but she re- 
sponded with calm determination: 

“TI will.” 

He gazed at her rapturously. 

“Don’t do that,’ she begged, drawing back from 
him as if in horror. ‘I have taken your life, as 
you requested me to do, amd you are henceforth, to 
all intents and purposes, dead.” 

He seemed dazed. 

“TI do not,” she continued, turning aside, “desire 
to have a dead person in the house, and if you do 
not go away at once I shall send for an undertaker 
and haye you remoyed to the nearest cemetery.” 

Then the dreadful situation in which his own 
precipitate folly had placed him was revealed, and 
he remoyed himself with promptness and despatch. 


)o(————_— 
IN HIS LORDSHIP’S ABSENCE. 


When Lord Maye was Viceroy of India, an emu 
on his estate in Ireland iaid an egg, whereupon his 
gamekeeper wrote to him as follows:— 

“My lord, the emu‘ has laid an egg; in your 
lordship’s absence I have put it under the biggest 
goose 1 could find,” 
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Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/6 
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> B. WINSTONE & Sons, Ltd, 
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Ke exh LARK’S “* ANCHOR” Tureaps are unrivalled ‘or 
ce every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 


Na so for Knitted Jumpers, Sports Hats, Gloves, Stockings 

mee and Scarves. There are special hernds for EACH in 
white and lovely fadeless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 
and even and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 


with patterns, transters and leaflets of instruction. 
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“ Ancnor” Thredds are seven in number : 
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COTON A BRODER VELVENO : 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX 
“TILOSHEEN FIL D’ECOSSE 
FLOSS EMBROIDERY 
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All made by — 


CLARK & CO LTD: i .. 
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